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POEM 
On the Death of His Late Majeſty, 
— III. 


| 


HE Shades of waneing Night had now begun 


To feel the near approaches of the dun ; 
Melting they mov d, and ſoftly ſtole away, 
For now a beam of Light began to play, 
The early Harbinger of Riſing Day; 
When my tir'd Soul ſome little reſpite found, 
Jaded with buſie Thought's perplexing Round ; 
Diſſolv'd it lay, and nodding in my Breaſt, 


Sunk into Eaſe, and ſoftned into Reſt. 
B What 


1 L214 
| What art thou Sleep ? How cam 'ſt thou to Contfoul 


| The Thought of Man, thou Lethe of the Soul? 


1 Rais d, when the Mind for Action is unfit, 

I And Dulneſs Triumphs ; in the room of Wit; 
When Mimick Notions are by Fancy wrought, 
Deluding from its Track the wand'ring Thought : . 
Falſe Flatt'rer Thou, who didſt my Cares deride, © 


Thou downy Eaſe to all the World beſide. 
Kind Sleep I thought wou'd rid me of my pain; 
But, fondly thought; for Lo, a diſmal Scene 
Reſtor d me to my Grief, and to my ſelf again. 


Enlarg d from Clay, my nimble Spirit paſt 


F 
4 


Oer the vaſt Deep, o er all the Wat'sy Waſte; 
Fair Albiow s Soil with flying ſteps I tread, 
Sweep o're the Lawns, and skim along the Mead: 
Albion ! the Theam of ev'ry Shepherd' $ Song 3 ; 
Albion ! for ever Great, for ever Young ; 

| She, who in Joy her Halcyon Hours beguil'd, 


Laught in her Flowers, and 1n her Paſtures ſit 


But now ſhe ſeems deſerted by her "WIN 


No Pipe, no > Voice, no Muf ck on the Plains; 3 


Her 
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** r! 
r RE 


310 
Her mourning Nymphs gaz d on me from afar, 
And ſhrieking, cry'd, What wow dſt thou Stranger here? 
Forſaken are our Fields, and ory Grove; 
Ceas d are our Paſtimes, and our Tales of Love; 
Fly Stranger, Fly, back to your Native Shore, 
All Joy is fled from hence, and Softneſs is no more. 


A ſpacious Cavern ſtruck my wond'ring Sight, 


_ Awful, and Rev'rend, in its native Night ; 


Hulht was the drowſie Gloom, no Voice was there, 
To Charm, or to Moleſt, the liſt ning Ear: 
Oer- grown with Moſs it ſeem'd, and moiſt the Ground, 


Silence and empty Solitude around. 


Twas this receſs the ſad Britannia choſe 
To mourn her Hero, and inde her Woes. 
Agaſt ſhe lookt, once ſo Divinely Fair ! 
Looſe * her Robes, diſhevel'd was her Hair: 


Her ſable Veil hung down with careleſs grace, 


And ſoiling Duſt deform'd her beautcous Face; 


Each Nymph to Chear the Penſive Goddeſs tries; 


Whilſt fixt on Earth ſhe kept her Heav'nly Eyes; 


Neglected is their Voice and ev'ry Strain, 


Each tuneful Cadence melts away in vain; 


In 
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In vain does all the Liquid Muſick creep 

Of murm'ring Streams, inviting eaſie Sleep: 
Officious Winds around her Temples play, 
And Birds in {weet Complaints are vain as they 3 
To lull her Grief, no Mclody was found, 


Too far the Arrow went, ---- Too deep the Wound, 


After a gentle pauſe ---- Her Head the rears, 
Fair ev'n in Grief, Majeſtick in her Tears; 
And ſighing ſpoke 


"BRITANNIA. 


Where am I? What! in theſe ſad Realms again? 


To know new Wo, and ſuffer endleſs Pain; 
To Fields of Peace I ſeem d to take my way, 
Unkind to call me back to hated Day: 

Forbear ye Nymphs, your cruel Kindneſ ceaſe, 


My Soul is out of Tune, nor looks for Peace; 


Can ye, ah can ye, to my Breaſt reitore, 


That calm of Mind which I polleſt before? 

I have been Happy, witneſs all ye Pow'rs, 

Who guilded with your diniles my caſte Hours; 
Their i Hoes own'd me for their Queen : 


Remoteſt Iſlands have my Glories ſeen, 
| Far- 
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Far-diſtant Indies brought their Wealthy Store 
T enrich my Land, and crown my happy Shore ; 


In Rounds of Bliſ my dancing minutes paſt, 


In Bliſs, too great to bear, too fierce to laſt ; 


Its Reign ſoon ended, Ah | too ſhort its ſtay, 
Too ſoon the Miſt o'erſpread the charming Day, 
Which ſtretcht its beamy Wings, and hot away 3 
The guilded Viſion vaniſht from my ſight, 
And leaves me to the horror of the Night. 
che ſaid —— 

Lamenting Nymphs ſigh all around, 
And Neighb'ring Hills return the Dying ſound. 


I'll think no more ſhe Cries, ſor Thought's unkind, 
Madneſs ſhall calm this Tempeſt of my Mind; 
Oh! Balm of Feav'riſh Souls, oh ! ſure Relief, 
Come ſooth the workings of my ſtormy Grief : 
Whirle of the Brain, be quick, and give me Eaſe, 
Oh! drive me from the thought of what I Was; 
Or, if Thought needs will play, be this my Care; 
T' admit no Object but wy Hero there. 


Such William was, but oh! that Heav'nly Light, 


Shrunk into ſilent Shades, now ſets in Night: 


C He 
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He was- but 1 is no More | come, Virgins, come, 


And with your Tears bedew the Hero's Tomb: 
Let looſe your Grief, and Weep to that degree, 


Till flowing 1 into Streams ye all diſſolve lik: me. 
She ſaid -=«--- 
Unuſual Wailing al the Air, 


Atrending Nymphe lament, their Garments tear, 


And to the ſi ighing Winds ſpread out their ſilken Hair. 


In floods Grief my ſtruggling Paſſions riſe, 

Bur Sleep deny'd the tribute of my Eyes. 

Thus, when of Joy we ſlumb' ring do partake, 
Fain wou d we utter Words, but cannot Spcak ; 


Our Paſſions ſeem too great to be cxpreſt, 


But heaving for a vent, lie ſtruggling in our Breaſt. 


Britannia's mournſul Sounds to Heav'n did rite, 
Waſted by Gales of Sighs which pierc'd the Skics ; 
Where bright Cæleſtial Forms ſecurely fate, 


"Free from Meanders of F antaſtick Fate 3 


And Mourn'd (as far as Forms Immortal can ) 


The ſhort-livd Glory of Unhappy Man. 


When Lo! a Deluge of Ætherial Light 


Pour d down, and overflow'd my aking Sight; 


EF 1 
The Golden Doors of Heav'a were open thrown, 
And with a ſudden Blaze, th affrighted Atl er ſhone : 
Flr Aſtoniſht Earth leapt back, irs Goddeſs fled, 


And at her Center ſhook her wond ring Head. 


Trembling I gaz'd a while, and ſaw from far, 
All dreadful to behold, the Furious God of War ; 
Red Light' ning from his fiery Eye-balls flow, 
: Terror, with Sorrow mixt, fat ſow'ring on his Brow 1 
His Caſque and Spear attending Warriors bear, 
His foaming Courſers Neigh, and beat the Ait; 
Swiltly they RING his Iron Chariot on, 


Which with a craſhing ſound came wheeling down. 


The Thund' ring God, with all his Warlike Train, 
In mournful Pomp ſtalks ſilent o'er the Plain; 
Sheathd were their Swords, ind uſeleſs was the Shield; 
Unmow'd the Iron Harveſt of the Field; 
Oerthrown the Trophies which were rais d before, 
Beat down by adverſe Fate, ſince William is no more: 
The dying ſounds Britannia did impart, 
Had pierc'd the Daring Warrior to the Heart : 
Reclining on his Shield, he thus addreſt, 


Whilſt all the God in ſi ghs far heaving in his Breaſt. 
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[MARS 
Oh! Goddels, ceaſe your Hero's Loſs to mourn, 
Fate's firm Decree has ſcal'd his peaceful Urn: 
Juſt Was your Grief, nor cou d you leſs have ſhewn ; 
Too well I guels yonr Loſs, who feel my own. 
What Muſe can paint the Life, har God can ſing, 
The Triumphs of your Late Victorious King > 
The Cities taken, and the Battles won, 
By the Succeſsful Arms of Great Naſjaw, my Son; 
Who Death in Fields of Blood undaunted ſaw, (Aw. 
Conqu'ring from Pole to Pole, and kept the World in 
AS in his kindling Courſe the God of Day 
Thro' ſteepy Ruin cuts his Airy Way, 
And fearleſs do's wich nimble Courſers fly 
Thro ev'ry Radiant Savage of the Sky ; 
Midſt Da ngers . the Tiled Hero flew ; 
With Eaſe He Fought, and cds ond Subdue. 


Methinks the Battle I deſcry from far, 
Oh! Energy Divine, Oh! glorious dinn of War; 


His Squadrons move, I hear the loud Alarms, 


That Startle Joe, and ſhake the Globe with Arms : 
Clad 
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Clad in refulg-nt Steel che Hero ſhines, 
And darts a Martial vigour thro” the Lines: ; 
A Heay' aly ul and Herock Grace, 
Spring from his limbs, and Lightenin his Face: 
So lookt Act illes, when with Sprightly Joy, 
He felF'd the Alu of unhappy Troy): 
Such too was I, when Impious Rage aſſail d 
Heav'ns ſteepy Turrets, and had vigh prevail'd 
Had not I come, and Thundring from a far 
Fronted the fore moſt Heroes of the War; 
Pleas'd to exert my Force, and en to prove 
The C hampion of che Gods, NE Shield of Jove. 
My Arms, my Arms, Ill mount my Flamiog Carry 
And ſhare, at leaſt; the Glory of the War; 
Behold, thro' fields of Blood we Jointly Trace, 
Now by my Arms he foils me in the Race, 
And ſcorns of Mars himſelf to take the ſecond Place: 
They Fly, they Fly, nor can their ground make good, 
In vain che Boyn oppoſes with it's Flood; 
Thro- Wale of wat” ry War he cuts . w ay, 
Waves, Winds, and 8 as, are [Impotent a5they 
this Cs] is kate; for when he means a Mow, 


He incls ch' unerring Go ddeſs on the Foc: 
D This 
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The Scene ſhiſts quick, and ſee, a City ſtands 
With lofty turrets Crown'd, and all the Plain conn ands ; 
They bolt their Brazen Gates, our paſſage Bar, | 
And with loud Shouts provoke us to the War : 

Vainly ye boaſt your ſtrength, we ceme, we come, 


Sound the ſhrill Trump of War, and beat the martial 
| (Drum 


Oh! heav'nly Noiſe — On Britains, feircely on, 
Follow your Hero all, and force the Town 1 

The Clank of Arms begins, and Millions fall, 

A Ladder ſtraight prepare, oi icale the Wall ; 
Follow, my Son, and Albion's Genius ſhew ; 

He Mounts, and upwards Darts upon the Foce; 
Whole Heaps of Slain are round the Hero Spread, 
And Thouſand deadly ſhafts fly whiſtling round his Head) 
Huge nt Stones the Sweating Warriors weild, 
And hurl the Rocky Quarry on his Shield: 

By Such Inglorious Fate He Shall not fall, 

f'll bear Him in my Arms, and fix him on the Wall + 


Ha! by the War, they Fly, nor dare to stand; 


He Scatters Death with Such a lavih Hand. 
The Gate's Unbarr'd, the Joyſul Troops ruſh in, 
And the rough Waſte of Conquerors begin; 
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Wide Deſolation Spreads it felt around, 
Dreadfull che Cry, Amazing is the Sound: 
Death ſtrides Triumphant ore the purple Flood. 
And with Malicious Joy beſincars his Limbs with Blood ; 
With Fcchoing Shouts the Vaulted Arches riog, 
Whilſt the Glad Britarms Jo Peans Sing, 


And Crown with Lawrcls their Victorious Ktug. 


Thus Gay in Camps, my William did appcar, 
Such was his Vigout, Such his Thirſt of War; 
But Oh! whom neither War nor Hell cou'd Bow, 
Too rigid Fate was forc'd to Bend to You ; 

You Mow'd the Harveſt which his Glories Yeild; 
And preſt the Gen'rous Vintage of the Field; 
Well mayſichduboaſt that thou too ſtrong cou li pio, 


You who Surmount, and Rule the Will of Joze. 


What? pale my Warciour ? all thy Glories fled? 


Thy Triumpùs at an End? all Pale, and Dead ? 


Oh! cou'd not all thy Matchl-{s Proweſs Save, 
And Saatch thy much lov'd Body from the Grave ? 
G2 Britains tear each min his pond'rous Shield; 
4 td bear Your dauntleſs Hero to the Field; 
In 
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In dumb diſtreſs March Slowly to the Plain, 


And V7 op, as ye had there beheld him Slaia 3 


Ot Arms, aud Mally Sheilds, a Trophy raiſe, 
Sound with the voice of War the Kere Praile; 
Unuſual Honours to His, Ghoſt be paid, 

Honours Divine, Worthy the Mighty Dead; 
Then ſpringing from his Tomb depoſe Your Care; 
Dye all Your Sorrows, all Your thoughts be Was : 


Oh! taſte, and know the Pleaſure of Alarms, 


* 
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Rouſe up my Sons, and Cive your Souls to Arms; 


To Arms, the Glorious Path that I have trod; 


* 


To Arms, that ſhoot a Hero to a God ; 

Scorn, ſcorn, the Circe of . Eaſe, 

To Boys and Feeble Age abandon lazy Peace; 
Think on the Honours which your Arms have Won, 

And think i ds and IVillian lead you on; F 

And let cach Hero, who wou'd Glorious be, 

Dare to a Height, and Merit Heav'n like Me. 

He Said —— lit: 


To Arms was heard, the dreadful Word was giv'n, 


\Which ſeemed to Rend the Earth, and Shake the vaulted 
Ds V 8 ' . T7 [ Heav% 
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My burſting Spirits cou'd Scarce their Limits keep, 
But had nigh loos d the brittle Chain of Sleep, 
Till the ſoft Accents of a Heav'nly Strain 
Had Gently Sooth'd them into Reſt again: 
A Lambent Glory Spread it ſelf around, 
Bleaching with Snowy Beam the Smiling Ground; 
When Lo! a gay Machine appear'd in Sight, 
All gilt, and Studded, o'er with Rays of Light; 
Slowly it Mov'd and downward took it's Way, 
Around it Crowding Beautics ſeem'd to play, 


Singing the Praiſes of the God of Day : 

Plac'd at their Patron's Feet, the Sacred Nine 

Warbled Melodious Ayres on Flutes Divine ; 

Old hoary Time did ac his right hand Sit, 

An Hour-glaſs by, and Wings upon his Feet, 

The Months and Weeks upon the Left appear, 

The Nimble Minutes and the Hours were there, 

The ſwift Attendants of the Rowling Year: 

His golden Harp acrols his Shoulder hung, 

His Arrows broken, and his Bow Unſtrung; 

His Beamy Locks the Awful Glory ſhook, 

And turning to his Train, the God of Wiſdom Spoke. 
E APOLLO. 
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APOELO. 


The Sum of fair Britannia's Grief ye ſee, 
Ye know the cruel Cauſe, and mourn it all with me; 
Ye tuneful Nine, your {ſweeteſt Voices raiſe, 
And huſh her Sorrows with harmonious Lays; 
Such as of old the Thracian Bard began, 


When Nature Danc'd to the Melodious Man, 
Each Tree around its Shady Branches Spread, 
And nodding to the Sound, declir'd it's Head; 


Wild Beaſts upon the Heav'nly Accents hung, 
And ceasd to harm, ſo ſoftned by his Song! 
Leave, leave the Shepherds to their ſhady Groves, 
To ſigh, and pine, for their neglected Loves: 

A nobler Subject claims your heavnly Song, 
William, from Heroes and Immortals ſprung; 
Trace bim ye Siſters from his earlieſt Growth, 
From his firſt dawn of Day, to ruddy Vouth: 
Sing, how his fierceſt Foes were foro d to yield, 
When the young Warrior beat the duſty Field ; ; 
What Mighties by his Infant Hand were ſain, 
Who ſtood the great Coliabs of the Plain. 


Sing 
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Sing, how when Tyranny fair Albion knew, 
And to a ſervile Yoke was forc'd to bow; 
Terror, and Ruin, round her Foes He ſpread, 


Fought all her Battles, all her Armies led: 


Faſt bound in Chains inconſtant Chance was born, 


To grace his Triumhps, and his Pomp adorn; 


She learn d to bend beneath the Hero's Will; 
He fixt the whirling motion of her Wheel; 
Fixt by Neceſſity, ſhe knew 'twas vain 

To gnaw the Links of her eternal Chain, 
Which Serpent-like divides to reunite again. 


Now ling of jarring Seeds the ſwift Decreaſe, 


Sooth'd to a Calm, and huſht into a Peace; 
Rough War's unarm'd, and thunders now no more, 


But hears the Hero's Voice, and flies the ſhore ; 


He clear d the Miſts, and with his Pow'rful Ray 
Diſpell'd the Gloom, and gave again the Day. 


So, when the God of Winds lers looſehis Train, 
To Plow the Deep, and Furrow up the Main; 
Swell'd with their Breath, the foaming Billows riſe, 


And, with a frothy Mountain, mate the Skies; 


Till che great Father of the Flood appears, 
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And o'er the Deep his peaceful Viſage rears; 


The bluſUcing'Tyrants dare no longer ſtay, 
But on their War'cy Pratons ee p away: 
Each \Vaveunbends its Rage, and Foams no more, 


But ima gentle Curl runs Ciccling to the ſlioie. 


Tune, tune your Harps, and all your Ayres improve, 
To ſing the trauſports and the ſweets of Love; 
Sing the fair Saint to whom he firſt addteſt, 
Deſcribe the Eden of Mariz's Breaſt 
Sing all che Beauties of her blooming Youth, 
Inmortal Candor, A and Truth, 
The ſtructure of her Body ſo reſin d, 
Ii pervious ems to light, anſpacenc as lier mind E 
50 nice the Caſe was workt, the Welt ſo chin, = 


The pure unf potted Soul a ppear 'd whe: | 
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Paint her ata World ol Charms, and cv * Crac e ; 
Dwell on Gen. 8 of Mar ia's N : 

Fair as is Lie wh eee d, 

FRE Heay'n and Earth lookt gay, and all was mild: 
When the finſt Round of golden Time began, 


The Beanteous Female She, and He the happy Man, 
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But oh! Prepare a yet more piercing ſtrain, 
And with its ſhriller Accents fill the Plain; 


In harſher notes of chrilling Muſick tell 
How mourn'd by all that's geod this lovely Angel fell. 


With ſoft'ning touches Paint the Hero there, 
O'cewhelm'd with floods of rief and wild Deſpair; 
Deſcribe his Throbbing Breaſt, his deep ferch'd Sighs; 
His downcaſt Head, his foulded Arms, his dying Eyes: 


But now the Wonders of bis Wiſdom Sing, 
The Heav'nly Wiſdom of the Glorious King: 
As the dread Father of the Gods appears, 
Weighing the Fate of Man, and Period of his Years, 
What great Æneas mut a Conqueſt gain, 
Or what ill-fated Turnus preſs the Plain, 
What Wond'rous Acts muſt Albion's Fame advance, 
And what ill-boading Ruin waits on France; 
Such Caref ul thoughts appear'd on William's Brow, 
When wich Impartial Hands he Portion'd Fate below; 
Meaſu' ring Deſert with Nicety of Span, 
Nor wcigh'd Exterior Honours but the Man ; ec 
No glitt'ring ſhew of Greatneſs cou d prevail, 


Merit alone cou'd turn the Dubiotis Scale. 
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No ſpecious Wiles his Soul cou'd lead aſtray, 


But, when his Reaſon pointed our the way, 
He ſwiftly follow'd, and cou d ficft obey. 


As a cam River which do's gently creep, 


Whoſe whiſpers ſeem to Lull it's Waves aſleep, 
His Pallions kept their Banks, nor knew to flow, 


Bur Ebbing in his Soul, ſubſided all below; 


Fading as Tapers Maſter'd by the Light; 
Harmleſs as beamleſ Fires that play by Night; | 
Preſt down within his Breaſt, enchain'd chey lay, 


And at his EEE Glitter dy'd away. 


The Dangers ſing, thro which his Arms have run, 


To fave his Country, and deſerve a Crown, 

Yet, with what caſe he laid the N down : 
Serene his End, no Hurricane of Soul 

His laſt and whiteſt Minutes cou'd conttoul; 


Calm as red Ev nings in their dewey Tears, 


Gentle as blooming Innocence appears, 

Soft as the Whiſpers of a virgin Love, 

A. * No Waves cou'd Ruffle, nor no Tempeſt Move. 
He bleſt the Hand from which his Soul was ta'en, 


And in a gentle ſigh pay'd back the Debt again. 


So 
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So a dim Taper, in it's Wane of Lipht, 
Gilds wich its lateſt Rays the Boſom of the Niglit, 
Faint in its Beams, the Flame around it Plays, 
And hovers ore it with Contracted Rays; 
Till on its pallid Wings it upward Flyes, 
And {pircing to a point, gives a bright Flaſh and Dyes. 
He lay'd —— The Sacred Niue in Chorus Sing 
The Wars and Triumphs of Britannia's King 
Charm d with the Ayres, Enchanted with the Sound, 
My Raviſht Spirits Dancd a nimble Round; 
But when by Turns they Sang his lateſt Breath, 


And how his riſing Sun had Sett in Death, 
At Each ſad Accent of the killing Strains, 
My Freezing Blood ſcarce dropt within my veins ; 


Each diſinal Note Peirc'd thro' my tend reſt Part, 


Hcav d in my Soul, and Sunk into my Heart, —— 


The Muſick Ceas d - 


When Lo! Subſtantial Darkneſs ſeem'd to riſe, 


Prodigious Thunder ratling in the Skyes; 


Heav'o, Earth, and Air, caught up on Sudden Wing. 


Stood all Confeſt in ſight before the King of Kings : 
All radiant Bright hi: Em rauld Palace ſhone, 


Sparkling with Diamond Stars all beamy like che Sun; 
| . | Drunk 
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Drunk wich a Flood of Light I trembling Gaze, 
Whilſt a pile Terror far on ev'ry Face: 
Ore all the Earth a folemn Huſh was ſpread, 


» Yikes that which Rules among the Dead. 


When mighty Jove, who, with a ſingle Span, 


| Meaſures the Earth, the little Realm of Man; 


Who thro! the void rhe kindling Atoms hurl'd, 
Thoſe S:cds of Life, which form'd the Infant World, 
Drep fixt in Thought, Majeſtically Nods, 


And, riſing from his Throne, thus ſpoke the King of 


1 (Gods. 
5 R. 
Wide, as th Abyſs, my mighty Will is (pread, 

Vaſt, as the ſpacious Kingdoms of the Dead; 

Unknown my Paths, Inſcrutable my Ways; 

''or Who dares tread the Round of an Eternal Maze: 
let Man, weak Man, with Reafon's weaker Line, 
Wou'd Sound my Thoughes, and Fathom my Dcfipn : 
Vnlle grols Opinion, with its puzling Light, 
Viſlcads, and Blinds bim in Eternal Night : 

Amaz'd he ſtands to {ce th Impartial Crave 

Treat both alike, the Coward, and the Brave; 

That Heroes by the Hand of Fate are S'azn, 


And Demr-CGods return to Earth again. 


Not 
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Not ſo my William, in whoſe blooming Youth, 

I ſow'd the Sceds of Everlaſting Truth); 
Humbly he lay d down Liſe, and ceas d to be, 
And Dy'd to all the World, to Live with Me; 
He wiſely argu'd it a fair remove, 

To quit a Kingdom for the Breaſt of Fove : 

I lookt within my Self, and drew the Plann, 
To raiſe the Structure of that Wond'rous Man. 

When urg d byfire, Cæleſtial Metals glow 
For Forms, to be allay' d in Clay below, 

Around the Mint m Etherial Subjects ſtand. 

Each Puncy Pow'r creates, to try his Infant hand ; 
But when His Oar was in the Furnace thrown, 
Whole Tove was then Employ d, the Work was all my 
My care the Royal Bullion did refine, 8825 
Thrice did I breath, and gave a Treble ſpark of Energy 


3 (Divire: 
T enrich his Soul I Ranſackt all my Store, 
And fill'd the veſſel with Imm ortal Oar, 
Half drown'd in liquid Good, rillitcou'd hold no mote. 


His Matchleſs Gloriag ſhall for ever ſtand, 


And ſpread where diſtant Worlds obey my great 


(Conimand; 
Swell'd with his Name ye Seas and Rivers flow, 


Waft it ye Winds thio the whole Earth below, 
4:8 ' PearEbt 
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pearcht on your Wings convey it all around, 


Let Ecchoes give again the grateful Sound; 


Sing it Some God in an Exalted Strain, 


Till bounding from the Earth it reaches Heav'n again 
But Thou, oh Princeſs, to whoſe Hand is giv'n 

My darling Flock, the Favourites of Heav n, 

My Albion people, who, by Virtue ſway'd, 

Have rais'd my Altars, and my Laws obey ' d, 

Who ſoremoſt in the ſtretch of Glory dare, 

nur d to Toils, and Natives of the War, 

Who in their Infant hands the Fauchion Weild, 

And Foil the Nobleſt Courſers of the Field, : 

No happy Nation under Heavn before, 


Have ere deſerv'd, or know my Bounty more, 


Immortal Honour by their Proweſs Won, 

And long Majeſtick Glory, handed down, 

Makes Gay their Scepter and Adorns their Crown, 
I form'd them pos, Warlike, Haughty, Brave, 
To ſcorn the abject Title of a Slave, 

The Preſidents of Beauty, Wit, and Senſe, 


All Monarchs of themſelves, yet Faithful to their Prince, 


Virtues exalted, and deſign d to be 


Worthy of things Divine, and Worthy thee, 
Think 


. 
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L 
Think on the way my mighty William led, 
And the Nice Path with ſtrict obſervance tread, ö 


Nor ſcorn to Imitate my Hero Dead; 


Think on the Great Elixa, how ſhe Shone 
Gay 1a her virgin Glories as the Moon, 

And all the Wond rous Luſtre was her own; 
Spain know the Terror of her loud Alarms, 
And felt the Vigor of a Female's Arms, 

To Her their Haughtieſt Warriors did Submit, 


| And vanquiiat Lay beneath the Heroin's Feet. 


France has too long in vile Subjection Groan'd, 
And its too eaſy loſs of Liberty bemoan d; 
A Royal Infidel the Scepter ſways, 
Who Scorns my Threatnings, nor my Will obeys 3 
Oh Princeſs! pull the Haughty Savage down, 
Snatch from His guilty Brows the tottring Crown, 
Ruin and Deſolation round him ſpread, 
Give to my Juſtice his Devoted Head ; 
Encag d like Bajazet let him be ſhewn, 
There, let the Royal Monſter howl alone, 
With proud Diſlain, and ſpight Infernal, Swell, 
And in his Loſs of Empire find his. Hell. 

Then from all toils and future Labours ceaſe; 
Enjoy the Bleſſings of a Golden Eaſe 
Eternal Glories ſhall your Goings wait, 


Rough War ſhall Sound no more, but couch beneath 
. (your Feet; 


Plenty 
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Plenty and Peace ſhall in Conjunction ſtand, 
| 1 | And with $42 Y willing Beauties Court your Hand; 
5 Cæleſtiall Records ſhall with Anna Shine, 


— 56 


= : . 
— — 
— — 
#- 
@. — Sp 2 
4 — 


| Auna, the Great, Minotel and Divine. 
F 7 He 82) d. — 4 1 1 


f | All Nature nodded and withdrew, : 
|. 0 Whilſt hov'ring Deitics round Britannia flew ; 
by: Soft, Heav nly Muſick fild th Echerial ſpace, | 
þ And Blooming Beauty ſat on ev'ry Face; 

. Fann d by the Winds the liquid Odours flye; 
And ſigh their balmy Breath along the Skye z 
Raviſht I lay, Immortal Pleaſure Spread 


Ore all my Limbs, and play 'd about my Head; 8 : 


| 
| My Native Joy ceſum d its Sway again, 8 
And a new Life beat high in ey Ty, Vein. | | 
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